The incipient Andes, Eastward,, faint pastels of blue and rose
dapple me mist: sun and sea reflections.*The &un Is fary far north
and beyond walls of cloud that break seldom. The day is twilight*
Halfway to Comodoro Rivadavia, ihe great ell cenrre at the
bottom of Chubutj the snow thickens, yet even here cannot blanket
the whole land. Tufts of soil, bristling with green3 protrude. And
westwards far distant under the wall of the Andes, there Is a lay of
verdure which must be trees! Here, no single tree. What a desolate
land. Constantly windswept, so no tree can live. Bitter south wind
of winter; carnal north winds of summer. And beyond, under the
Andes, the loveliest mountain-lake country of the world: Bari-
loche. . , ,
It is now 2.00 P.M.; we have been flying, with two brief stops^
since 5.00 A.M. Halfway down Chubut, the snow thickened and
submerged the tufted and terraced earth. We swooped very low
and sav/ on the snow-banked read from Trelev; :o Con.odoro
Rivadavia an abandoned truck: later, a car more than, half sub-
merged. What has happened to the passengers? The distance
between the nvo towns Is over two hundred and fifry miles of waste.
We circle around several times; find nothing^ and continue south,
keeping low. This part of Patagonia is supposed to have been the
bed of a sea. Now, it is a maze of perfectly round hills that look
indeed as if seons of moving water had worked them, like on a
potter's wheel. Sunclad . , , there are bursts of sun like sudden
blossoms . . . they look lovely; the circular and cylindrical maze
becomes a pattern of a g!obe3 sculpted by a surnaliste poet. At
Gomodoro Rivadavia, a whole delegation is there to meet us. We
shall stop here on our way north. Now there is time only for a spot
of lunch: soup3 chicken, oranges . . . while the oil workers and
engineers and town officials question me with the usual clumsily
deep and hungry questions. There's about a yard of snow on the
air field; under a pearl pale sky. The sun is clear is the north.
Reflection: I find I am worried about the cordiality of government
officialsj from Castillo and Rothe down. Somehow, I do not trust it.
And this amazing freedom granted me! I have prepared two radio
addresses to be given in Rio Gallegos and Comodoro Rivadavia
My audience will be Patagonia: which means workers in the oil
fields^ and sheepmen. I have not eschewed politics; I have not
avoided namess not Hitler's^ not Marx's. My talks are straight-
from-tile-shoulder explanations 5 in simple terms, accessible to
workers, of the need of revoluton; of the corruption of all our
governments; of the dismal failure of the democracies. The texts
of these talks have been submitted, as radio programmes must be5
to the central supervising office. There has been no objection I What does
if mean? Reissig says my hold on the Argentine public has become
so solid that the government has resolved to make a virtue of
necessity, Reissig* nobody's fool, is delighted, ! wonder . . ,
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